THE BEGINNING OF THE END                   153
in my sector I never failed to distribute his sroeet crackers religiously and with ridiculous fairness among the little ones- Fuchs was bidding me good-bye at the gate of the factory when the German planes came over us again, for the second time that day.
We hastily went down to the factory shelter, an enormous and well-managed room. Only a part of its per* manent inhabitants, a thousand people or so, were there at the fame of the air raid The rest were up in the kitchen, in line for their daily rations, or working in the laundry or in the stores. We heard the planes swooping down in a sharp whirlpool of air, and we each harbored our own fears, not danng to talk or look around. The blasts of bombs almost tore our eardrums to shreds and, instinctively, we cowered still more* Then there was no more bombing. Piercing cries and howls rent the air.
Jeny Fuchs was the first of us, I thiolc, to move. He went up the stairs and I followed him, slowly, for we were still shaken. Other people moved behind us*
The courtyard was in havoc. The German bombers had scored a direct hit on the kitchen building. I feared to look there. When I did look at last, aftdr a long-drawn moment tense with honor, the sight made me numb- A wave of nausea sickened me. Nothing was kft of the kitchen building. From tie heaps of rums protruded dismembered bodies and tora-off hmbs. Hunks of fonOTffi flesh were strewn around and puddles of clotted blood wore mixed with the thick soup spilled from the huge cauldrons. Our nostrils were filled with the smells oi fresh blood, raw flesh, steaming gruel and brick-dust
Hie lauadry buikhn^, too, was no mote. Ite old roof had tumbled over the pile of debris, like a huge mushroom that was falling apart from decay*
I saw a man lying flat on his face in the gateway erf the factory and I walked over to ham oo leaden feet, porying feat he would be dead, too* so that I wotild aot low te